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LAST VVill and Te 


* Or, The Lord HEWSON'S Tranflation. 


Yet he deſerves this Legacy, 
ROPE take you all, well may I cry, 
You're Murderers as well as J. 


% 


| A. 


That they may learn their ſo#/s to mend 
By viewing of my Cobler's En l. 


| F O Chriſtians all I greeting fend, 


11, 


Firſt, to the New Lords I would give Al, 
But that (like me) they'r like to fall, 


Though Heartleſs Fleet wood has no Gall, 


III. 


IV. 


And will thus (Wry- neck) end your race, 
Since wilfu} Murther hath no place 
In the late Parliawents Act of Grace. 


V. 


My Perirg- Knife Vie Lambert give, 
He may have uſe on'*c if he live, 
For's Throat as well as his Brow, I believe, 


VI. 


But Richard and Harry l have for Ot, 
Shall I give them my Hammers ? No, I wil not, 
For they did not firike while th* Iron was hot. 


VII. 


Fane take my Bend:, and Wilks my Clue, 
Atkins my Hoſe of Saffron Hue; 
But Gregory ſaith my Clothes are his due. 


Ii 
My C:/hio wil fir Queen Dewager Cromwel, 


Whilſt Ship:o» Wife“ Prophecy ſhe doth thumb-wel, 
In Chair of State'twil eaſe her Bagn-wel. 


I X, 


For Oliver thou didſt ſet me on high, 
Laim d not at it, though I winkt of an eye, 
Tet I with not now to come thee nigh, 


X. 
For ſure ere this thouelt burn with thy noſe, 


Which out of thy noſthrills brimſtone throws 
Would thou wert here to ſinge my foes. 
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ſtament: 


„ 
There is another Lord thats Rich, 
To eure the City whoſe fingers did itch, 


But onely I went thorow-ſtirch, 


I. 


And yet they ſay J was out of my trade, 
When as Phlcbotomy 1 made; - 


Some Chirurgion to doe*t, Jede better hayepaid, 


. 
IIl-looking- death turn back thy ſhafr, 


I Charon me ore-Styx ſhould waft, 


It would diſgrace our Gentle- craft. 
X IP. 
th Good Old Cauſe 7 traded ſtill, 
But in't my Lordſhip ſmelt ſome ill, 
To mend it though, prov d peſt my skill. 
. 
Therefore to Tyburn I muſt ride, 
Although it cannot be deny d, 
But that Ihave liv'd ſingle- ey d. 
XVI. 


And if my foes would do me right, | 


\ They'l ſay, I've ſet the crooked ſtreight, 


Why then I am a man upright. 
I viſh the Jury find it Þ, | 
obn Lilburns Jury would ſay, no; 
titch up the Lord, let the Cobler go. 
XY ITE 
tut tis no jeſting matter I erow, 
For 1 can't laugh, although you dog 
et may make a wry- mouth, or ſo, 
; ET & + 
Befote when we debauch'd the Nation; 


Wee could have vouch'd our Reformation, 


Zy a day or two of Humiliation, 


3 
Now tis not currant pay, for 1 
Have wail'd my fins, f yet they ery, 
Hang him, he weeps but wich onẽ eye. 
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